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Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: this is Super Not Real 


The weird cheesy slice of life Fallout ghoul AU absolutely no one asked for! (Also it's been years since I've 


played and l'm like 80% sure this isn't how ghouls work but shhh) 


"-wasn't even supposed to be here, and now-" 
"Turn the TV down, for fuck's sake-" 


Jason's head hurt. It was pounding so hard and so steadily he wondered if it would burst like a shaken beer 


can. 


"Shh, you woke him up." He felt callused fingers stroke his forehead. "Hey, man. You're fine, we all are. Think 


you can open your eyes?" 


This was Kirk, based on the voice. 


Jason sat up groggily. "Feels like someone superglued ‘em," he mumbled, trying not to betray the panic setting 
in. He'd heard of things like this, people's eyes boiling in their skulls and then- well, he wasn't sure what then 


He'd never met anyone who'd gotten this close to a blast. 
"Christ, just do it. Not like you got blown the fuck up." This voice was tired, gruff, irritated. Hetfield. 


Jason didn't tell them he was a little scared of what he'd see. They were all fine, Kirk said, but Kirk's fine 


reached a lot further than anyone else's. 


He opened his eyes, blinking while he adjusted to the lamplight. They were home, in the common area of their 
underground building. He glanced at himself in the mirror and touched his face- blue eyes, thick curls, no 
burns. He'd had his jacket over his face. His arms were a different story, mottled red and painful, but Kirk was 
already wrapping them. 


He counted one-two-three other figures. Good, he thought. They were at least relatively intact. 


Jason scanned the room again. Lars was curled up in his chair, reading in the light of the TV. There was a raw 
red burn on his cheek, and his left eye had gone from green to black. 


Oh. 


Lars looked fine otherwise, which made sense. He, Jason and Kirk had been in the back seat, with James up 


front, always insistent on driving. 

Kirk had a bandage on his shoulder and another wrapped around his neck, but just like Lars, he seemed fine 
enough. Jason sighed and settled into a comfortable spot, trying to focus on the foreign cartoon Lars was 
watching. No one was going to talk about this, it seemed, and that was fine by him. 


That was, at least, until he heard the unmistakable sound of someone sniffling. 


James was crying, and even though his mind was fuzzy Jason knew without a doubt he'd never heard him do 


that before. 


Kirk moved to hug him, rubbing his back and talking in that even, gentle Kirk-voice. It would have made Jason 
jealous if it weren't so goddamn weird to see Hetfield crying. 


James' bare torso was a map of burns mixing seamlessly with old tattoos, and his red-rimmed eyes, when he 
glanced up, had already turned a stormy dark grey. It was more jarring a sight on a formerly blue-eyed blond, 
Jason thought. That wasn't the reason for the tears, though. 


His long, wavy blond hair was falling out in clumps, leaving the left side of his head almost bare. Of course that 


would be a sore spot, Jason thought numbly. He'd heard James "jokingly" call himself an ugly son of a bitch and 
pick at his old acne scars enough to know his sort-of friend had a less than healthy relationship with self- 


esteem. 


Despite that, he had to have known how pretty his hair was. Jason remembered giggly women asking to brush 
or braid it back when things were normal, and how James would beam like an excited kid, not even pretending it 


wasn't making his day. 
Now he sobbed heavily and Kirk hugged him closer. "Shhh, I've got you. Its okay, bud, I've got you." 


"How are you all okay with this?" James sounded almost accusatory, as if they'd all decided becoming half 


ghoul might be a fun way to spend an afternoon 


Jason watched Lars roll his eyes. "Shit happens," he muttered. "| wasn't even supposed to go out today. But 
what, you don't see me crying all day about it. Shave the rest of it off, you'll get over it" 


Kirk glared at him before giving James a gentler look. "I'll go make us all something to eat, okay? Lars'll help 
me." He half-dragged Lars down the hall by the hood of his sweater, and Jason felt himself smiling for the 


first time since waking up. 


He cleared his throat when he saw James glaring at him. "Hey, it looks like you're keeping at least half your 
hair." It was supposed to be comforting, but he regretted saying it as soon as he had. "I'm sorry," he 
corrected himself. 


James sniffled and shrugged, looking away. 
Jason put a hand on his back, feeling awkward and out of place. "For uh.. for what its worth, I've always 
thought you looked badass. You still do, even more. You survived getting blown the fuck up, man! No one can 


take that from you." 


Feeling braver, he pulled James into his arms and ran his hand through the intact side of his hair. "You look 


okay, man, you really do. You're still you." 


James opened his mouth as if to argue, then cleared his throat. "Thanks, Jase." He closed his eyes, finally 
letting the day's exhaustion get the better of him. "Get some sleep," Jason replied. "And no more front seat" 


